Um, Mr. Psycho, your table is ready for dinner... 

Ah, thank you Sheri, much obliged! 

Opposite end of Mr. Psycho was a bottle of red wince in an ice box. 

He adourned a black suit and tie with a black stainless steel handgun next to 
his left hand cutlery fork. The spicy chicken and grilled eel was delicious Sheri! 
Thank you very much...Shall we bring in Mr. Roberts sir? Ah yes, of course... 
Mouth covered, hands tied behind the back, three guards dropped Mr. Roberts 


on the floor in front of Roberts and started kicking the shit out of him from all 
angles. 


Slowly finishing his meal and wiping his mouth with a white cloth... 

Now, you fuckface, you promised me, one hundred million in bonds, 

and, you only gave me, fifty thousand, so...what the fuck is going on here? 
One guard took off the mouth cover. Fuck you Psycho babble, fuck!!! 

Mr. Psycho reacged for his gun and shot Roberts straight in the forehead. 


Goodnight Timmy boy...Spider, crawling up the alleyway, going to get you anyway... 


